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You told vs of fome fuite. What i**t Laertes ? 
You cannot fpcakc of Reafon to the Dane, 
And loofe your voyce.What would'ft thou beg Laertei 
That (hall not be my Offer, not thy Asking ? 
The Head is not more Natiue to the Heart, 
The Hand morelnftrumentail EotheMquth, 
Then is the Throne of Denmarke to thy Father. 
What would'ft thou baue Laertes i 

Lacy. Dread my Lord, 
Your Ieaue and fauour to rcturne to France-* \ 
From whence, though willingly 1 came to Denmarke 
To fhew my duty in your Coronation, 
Yet now I muft confeffe, that duty done, 
My thoughts and wifhes bend againe towards France, 
And bow them to your gracious leaue and pardon. 

King. Hauc you your Fathers Ieaue? 
What fayes Tollomus ? 

Pol. He hath my Lordj: 
I do befeech you giue him Ieaue to go. 

King. Take thy faire hourc Laertes > time be thine, 
And thy beft graces fpend it at thy will : 
But now my Cofin Hamlet, m& my Sonne ? 

Ham. A little more then kin, and lefle then kindc. 
King. How is it that the Clouds ftill hang on you ? 
Ham* Not fomy Lord, I am too much i'ch'Sun. 
gneen. Good Hamlet caft thy nightly colour off, 
And let thine eye looke like a Friend on Denmarke. 
Do not for cucr with thy vcyled lids 
Sceke for thy Noble Father in the duft ; 
Thou know'ft'tis common,all that Hues muft dye, 
Paffing through Nature, to Eternity. 
Ham. IMadam,itiscomrnon. 
Queen. If it be; 
Why fcemes ir fo particular with thee. 

Ham.Sccmcs Madam? N3y,it is : I know not Seemes: 
Tis not alone my J nky Cloake (good Mother ) 
Nor Cuftomary fuites of folemnc Blacke, 
Nor windy fufpiration of forc d breath, 
No, nor the frmtfull Riuer in the Eye, 
Nor the dcie&ed hauiour of the Vifage, 
Together with all Formes, Moods, fhewes ofGriefe, 
That can denote me truly. Thefe indeed Secme,; 
For they are anions that a man might play ; 
But I haue that Within, which paffeth (how ; 
Thefe, but the Trappings, and the Suites of woe. 

King. Tis fweet and commendable 
In your Nature Hamlet, 
To giue thefe mourning duties to your Father : 
But you muft know, your Father loft a Father, 
That Father loft, loft his , and the Suruiuer bound 
In filiall Obligation, for fome tcrme 
T o doobfequious Sorrow. But to pcrfeuer 
In obitinate Condolcrnent, is a courfe 
Of impious ftubbornncfic. Tis vnmanly grccfe, 
Jt fhewes a will tnoft incorreft to Heaucn, 
A Heart vnfortified, a Minde impatient, 
An Vndcrftandins fimple, and vnichool'd : 
?or,what vre know mull be, and is as common 
As any the moft vulgar thing to fence, 
Why flhouid we in onr pecuifh Oppofition 

akc it to heart ?Fyc, 'tis a fault to Heauen, 
A fault againft the Dead, a fault to Nature, 
To Reafon mod abiurd, whofe common Theame 
Is death of Fathers, and who ftili hath cried, 
From the ficft Coarfe,ti!l he that dyed to day, 
This muft be fo. Wc pray you throw to earth , 
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This vnpreuayling wocTandTl^kTof^ 
As of a Father ; For let the world take note 
i ou are the moft immediate to our Thron * 
And with no lefle Nobility ofLoue 
Then that which deereft Father beares his <s 
Do I impart towards you. For your intent 
In going backe toSchoolein Wittenberg 
Jt is moft retrograde to our defire : • 
And we befeech you, bend you to remain* 
Hcercin thecheereand comfort of our eve 
Our chcefeft Courtier Cofin,and our Sonne 

£n. Let not thy Mother lofe her Pravcrtw 
I prythee ftay with vs, go not to WittcnL. 

Ham. Ifhaliinallmybeft ^ 
Obey you Madam. 

King. Why us a louing,and a faireReplv 
Be as our felfe in Denmarke. Madam come 
This gentle and vnfore'd accord of Hamlet * 
Sits 'miling to my heart ; in grace whereof 
No locond health that Denmarke drinkes tod 2 v 
But the great Cannon to the Clowds fhalltdl 
And the Kings Rouce,the Heaucns (hall bruir^ • 
Ref P eaking earthly Thunder. Come away 

dManet Hamlet. * tx ' m 
Ham. Oh that this too too folid Flclli , 
Thaw, and refolue it feifeinto aDcw : **' 
Or that the Euerlafting had not fixt 
His Cannon 'gainftSclfc-flaughter. OGod OGnrl! 
HowwearyJlate 5 flat,andvnprofitablc ' 
Seemes to me all the vfes of this world ? 
Fie on't t Oh fie, fie, 'tis an vn weeded Garden 
That growes to ScedhTbing, rank, and groffein Nature 
Poflc (Te it mecrely. That it fihould come to this ■ 
But two months dead :Nay,not fo much; not two 
So excellent a King, that was to this * 
Htperion to a Satyre : fo louing to my Mother 
That he might not beteene the windes of heauw 
Viht her face too roughly. Heauen and Earth 
M^ft I remember : why fhcwouldhangonhim, 
As if encreafe of Appetite had grownc 
By what it fed on 5 andyct within a month ? 
Let me not thinke cn<t : Frailty, thy name is woman. 
A little Month, or ere thofe fhooes were old. 
With which ftie followed rny poore Fathers body 
Like Niche, all teares. Why (lie, euen (he. 
(O Heauen ! A heart that wants difcourfe of Reafon 
Would haue mourn'd longer) married with mine Vnfclc, 
My Fathers Brother : but no more like my Father, 
Then I to Hercules. Within a Moncth ? 
Ere yet the fait of moft vnrightcous Teares 
Had left the flufhing of her gauled eyes, 
She married. O moft wicked fpeed, to poft 
With fuch dexterity to Inceftuous fheets : 
It is not, nor it cannot come to good. 
But breakemy heart, fori muftliold my tongue. 

Enter Horatio ,Barnard 3 andMmellm. 

Hor. Haile to your Lordfhip. 

Ham. lam glad to fee you well: 
Horath,or I do forget my felfe. 

Hor. The fame my Lord, 
And your poore Seruant cuer. 

Ham. Sir my good friend, 
He change that name with you : 
And what make you from Wittenberg Horatio } 
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jltfirceVm. 

Mar. My good Lord. 

mm. I am very glad to Ice you: good euen Sir. 
Buc what in faith make you from (Tittemforge? 
tfor. A truant difpoiition, good my Lord. 
tfw* 1 would not haue yonr Enemy fay fo; 

tfor ft 13 *' y oU ^ oc mmc carc t ' 13t v '°' encc > 
r make it trufter of your owne report 

Againft y ol,r 1 know you are no Truant : 

Jt what is your affaire in E/Jcnoar ? 

vVee'l teach you to dritfkj decpe,erc you depart, 

tfcr. My Lord,I came to fee your Fathers Funeral!. 

Um* J P ra y t ' lce ^ oe noc roock nic (fallow Student) 
J thinke it was to fee my Mothers Wedding. 

tfor. Indeed my Lord.it followed hard vpon. 

flam. Thrift.thiifc Horatio: the Funerall Bakt-meats 
Did coldly furnifii forth the Marriage Tables ; 
Would 1 had met my dearcft foe in heauen^ 
Ere I had euer feene that day Horatio. 
My father, me thinkes I fee my lather* 

tfor. Oh where my Lord? 

ffam. In my minds eye (Horatio) 

Hor. I law him once; he was a goodly King. 

flam. He was a man, take him for all in all ; 
I /ball noc look vpon his like againe. 

tfor. My Lord, I thinke I faw him yeficrnight, 

jlm- Saw? Who* 

tfor. My Lord,the King your Father f 

tfam. The King my Father? 

tfor. Seafon your admiration for a while 
With an attent eare; till I may deliuer 
Vpon the witne(Te of thefe Gentlemen, 
Thismaruell to you. 

Ham, For Heaucns loue let me hearc. 

Hor. T wo nights together, had thefe Gentlemen 
[Marcelhis and Bar nor do) on their Watch 
Inthedcad watt and middle of the night 
Bcene thus encountred. A figure like your Father, 
Arai'd at all points exactly, Cap a Pe y 
Appeares before them, and with follemne march 
Goes flow and ftately : By them thrice he walkt, 
tTcheir opprett and feare-furprized eyes, 
Within his Truncheons length*, whilft they beftil'd 
Almoft to Icily with the A£t of feare, 
Stand dumbe and fpeake not to him. This to me 
In dreadfull fecrccic impart they did, 
And I with them the third Night kept the Watch, 
Whereas they had dcliuer'd both in time, 
Forme of the thing; each word made true and good, 
The Apparition comes. I knew your Father : 
Thefe hands are not more like. 

Ham. But where wa* this ? 

Alar. My Lord,vponthe platforme where wc watcbt. 

Ham. Did you noc fpeake to it? 
Hor. My Lord, I did; 
But anfwere made it none : yet once me thought 
It lifted vp it head , and did addrefle 
It felfe to motion, like as it would fpeake : 
But euen then, the Morning Cocke crew Iowd ; 
And at the founds fhrunke in haft away, 
And vanifnt from our fight. 

Hm$. Tis very ttrange. 

Hor. As I doe liuc my honourd Lord 'tis true; 
And wc did thinke it writ downe in our duty 
To let you know of it. 

Hum. Indeed, indeed Sirs; but this troubles roe. 



Hold you the watch to Night* 

'Both. We doc my Lord. 

Ham. Arm'd,fayyou? 

Both. Arm'd, my Lord. 

Ham. From top to toef 

'Both. My Lord, from head to foote. 

Ham. Then faw you not his face? 

Hor. O yes, my Lord, he wore his Bcauer vp* 

Ham. Whatjookthcfrowningly? 

Hor. A countenance more in forrow then in anger. 

Ham. Pale.orred? 

Hor. Niy very pale. 

Ham. And fixe his eyes vpon you? 

Hor. Moft conftantly. 

Ham. I wouldlhadbeenechere. 

Hor. It would haue much amaz'd you. 

Ham. Very like, very like : ftaid it long? fdred. 

Hor. While one with moderate haft might tell a hun- 

isfll. Longerjonger. 

Hor. Not when I faw't. 

Ham. His Beard was grifly? no. 

Hor. Ic was, as I hauc feene ic in his life, 
ASabJeSduer'd. (g* in <* 

Ham. He watch toNight; perchance 'twill wakea- 

Hor* I warrant you it will. 

Ham. If it affume my noble Fathers pcrfon, 
He fpeake to It^hough Hell it felfe fbould gape ■ 
And bid me hold my peace. I pray you all, 
If you haue hitherto conceald this fight; 
Let it bee treble in your hlcnce ftill : 
Aod whatfoeuer els (hall hap to night, 
Giue it an vndcrftanding but no tongue; 
I will requite your loues ; fo, fare ye well ! 
Vpon the Platforme twixt eleucn and twelue, 
He vifit you. 

All. Onr duty to your Honour Exeunt* 

Ham. Your loue,as mine to you: farewell. 
My Fathers Spirit in Armes ? All is not well; 
I doubt fome foulc play : would the Night were come ; 
Till then fit ftill my foule; foule deeds will rife, 
Though all the earth ore whelm them to mens eies. Exit. 


A 


Seen a Tertia. 


Enter Laertes and Ophelia. 

Laer. My neceffaries are imbark't; Farewell : 
And Sifter,as the Winds giue Benefit, 
And Conuoy is affiftant; doc not fleepe, 
But let me heare from you. 

Ophel. Doe you doubtthat? 

Laer. For Hamlet, and the trifling of bis fauours, 
Hold it a faflbion and a toy in Bloud; 
A Violet in the youth of Primy Nature; 
Fro ward^not permanent; fweer not lafting , 
Thefupplianceofaminute? No more. 

Ophel. No more but fo. 

Laer. Thinke it no more: 
For nature crclTant does not grow alone, 
In thewes and Bulke; but as his Temple waxes, 
Thelnward feruice of the Minde and Soule 
Growes wide withall. Perhaps he loues you now, 
And now no foyle nor cautell doth befmcrch 
The vertue of his fcarc : but you muft feare 
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